That former life she strove to change;

She sold the silver off her arms,
While all the world grew cold and strange

To broken health and fading charms.

Till, finding lovers, but no friend,

"Nor any place to rest or hide,
She grew despairing at the end.

Slipped softly down a well and died.

And yet, how short, when all is said.
This little life of love and tears!

Her age, they say, beside her bed,
To-day is only fifteen years.